Wilna, over-crowded with troops hastily thrown into it, and at the same moment attacked by the Russians, became a scene of the most horrid carnage ever witnessed for several days in succession. The streets were choked up with the slain, and the French prisoners were thrust into the hospitals and the church of St. Casimir pell-mell. Notwithstanding the intense frost (28? Reaumur), typhus broke out among them, generated by the pestilential atmosphere arising from the putrefying corpses of the soldiery that had died from wounds, cold, hunger, and fatigue, in the midst of the most disgusting and unavoidable filth. The disease announced itself by headache, delirium, stupor, and anguish of the limbs, generally frost-bitten. In their delirium, the forlorn wretches beheld the cossacks charging down upon them in fury,? villages and towns glared with flames,?the frightful passage of the Beresina yawned before them,?and all the distresses of the retreat were repeated minutely before their inflamed and bewildered fancies.
They imagined themselves preternaturally divided into a multitude of individuals, or surrounded with dreadful fiends to whom they were fastened, but from whom there was no escape, and by whom they were mocked and tormented with the most officious and loathsome assiduity. To 
